them. They like us and we like them. Everything has become
very simple/5                                                   i

"Talk, Monsieur Gerbier, talk some more/' Legrain murmured.

xn

It was especially at night that Gerbier had time to talk.

Their little cabin, closed tight, gave back the heat accumulated
during the day. The straw beds burned the men's backs. And the
darkness was suffocating. The companions in captivity turned and
turned again in their sleep. But nothing mattered to Legrain, not
even the accelerated whistling of his lungs which sometimes, with-
out his noticing it, forced him to press his chest between his two
hands. And Gerbier told about how radio stations hidden in
towns or in hamlets made it possible to speak every day with
friends in the free world. He told about the work of fiie secret
operatives, their tricks, their patience, their risks and the mar-
vellous music which the ciphered messages make. He showed the
immense network of listening posts and observers that enveloped
the enemy, counted its regiments, broke through its defences,
found access to its documents. And Gerbier also said that in every
season, at ever}7 hour, liaison agents were travelling back and
forth, riding, walking, crawling their way all over France. And
he depicted this underground France, this France of buried arms
depots, of command posts going from refuge to refuge, of un-
known leaders, of men and women who ceaselessly changed their
name, their appearance, their address and their face.

"These people," Gerbier would say, "could have kept quiet.
Nothing forced them into action. Wisdom, good sense told them
to eat and sleep in the shadow of the German bayonets and to
watch their business flourish, their women smile, their children
grow. Material goods and the goods of narrow tenderness were
thereby assured them. They even had the benediction of the old
man of Vichy to appease and lull their conscience. Really, nothing
forced them to fight, nothing but their free soul.

"Do you know/' he said, "what the life of the outlaw, of the
man of the underground is like? He no longer has any identity,
or else he has so many that* he has forgotten his own. He has no
ration card. He can no longer even half allay his hunger. He sleeps
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